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MIRTH AND MELANCHOLY.

BY MARY IRVING.

CHAVTER I1L
The sccond stage of Melancholy.
<t thon net mninster 1o 1 mind diseased ?
rom the meivury a rooted -urrn"";
+ had come again, with soft breezes and
[ivs, 10 tempt the thousands of prisoners
rick walls to burst their bonds, and to
- & while the freedom of birds, flowers, |
wnd sunbeams.  Esq. Hope owned a rose-em-
bowerel cottage on the banks of the Hndm—
it Bhise among the rivers of America—
chere lus wife and sister were accustomed to
«ome mouths of the warm season. Th_e
u of the family, still tied to the busi-
¢f the city, could come only at inter-
o stenl a day in the bower of lone and

rance.

Hamilton Grey occasionally accompanied his

qatruetor to this most charming of summer re-
reats. At every visit, Laura Hope noticed with |
.uxiety that his forehead had grown paler aud
li her in appearance, his step less elastic, and
ve more lustrous.  Yet he seemed to have
-5 at command a fine flow of spirits, cither
ol or assumed. He would read, walk, or ride,
wiiw Laura for hours, without betraying a sha-
[ thet morhid restlessness which had so
d him at first, Yet there were times
v bavra remarked the shadow ; moments
v b stowd, as he thought, unperceived by
ial eve; and then it seemed to lie more
Leavily than ever npon his face.

Sl surprised him in this mood one after-
u.sitting in the eurtained recess of the bow-
wi, his heavily-brooding gaze mmil:,__ﬂ!ﬂ
14 upon sume object without. He lifted |

1 as she approached, and smiled by an
. turning from the window as he did so,
-mothered heave of the chest, just per-
2ible 1o her notice.  She cast a hasty glance |
I landscape, but counld see nolhing ex-
b rlud, green felds, the bright river in
danee, the bright sky overhead, and the
cLter face of Kitly, who was treating a
cvening visitors to the tour of her rose

i
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vl have called up such a sigh, Mr.
ked, with a smile.
outracted, but smoothed idself in-

“Shaldows should certainly vanish in such
ne as this,” she added.

<o one carries the shadow with him—

him; a thing inseparable from

lore

' your heroism ?

" he saidy hall to her, half to

T had 4 thing I would not do, then,” she |
v : bat, altering her tone, she add- |
“Are you not overtnsking your strength, |

as=on -‘
cno! it is not that ! T have allulledi
“asliwdow,” for the first time,” he said, in a |
{ deep emotion, *and since | have done |
t e thank you for what vou have done to
heavy folds, It is only within the atmos-
re of your family circle that I ean find sun-
I wish you were back again in the city,”
wWilid, abruptly, and, turning, left the room.
“There is a strunge mystery about that friend
Girey of ours,” said Laura, to her husband, that

e
I

ipe Innghed, rather incredulonaly.

‘bt you were free from that woman-

ith conjures up so many phantoms |
is none in his ease’ that I |

t be the mystery of late hours.”

‘repeated Laura, in a tone of

¢ hours : but not hours passed in
o by any means. 1 eannot find, in-
e has made an acquaintance any- |
but at our house; and he has not an in-
!in the eity, nnsocial ereature that
liut he sits over his books and papers,
1y and night after night, diving, as
“ belore pupil of mine dived, into the deep
< of the profession. T know that his lamp
er extinguished before the “ small hours’
i uwd | never can get to the office before
the: worning, go as éarly as I may.”
s Killing Limself! ” exclaimed the moth-
alful.
ve more than hinted as much to him,
it he iz obstinute. Try it yourself, if you like,”
the | LW FCT, A8 he :-l\'l:pﬂ" arrange the sofa-
! NS 10r & sjesta,
A boating exenrsion had been planned for
“ast day of the stay of the family at Hope
vilage. Quite a party from the city joined
¢ invitetion ; to which, of course, Ham-
t biecy was not lacking,
Loy sunset was melting into moonlit eve-
when the skifts, which had borne the mer-
“purty, neared the landing. Laughter,
r. anl badinage, had beguiled the miles of
rlengih to all except the amateur oars-
.05 not a breeze was en the wing, had
e most vizorously for an hour.
¢ wé leave this bewitching amphithea-
anp-light and parlor gossip?™ asked
i Girey, who, with Kitty, Im:‘ been for
« wuking the echoes of the ITadson.

e [rpetin

responded thg merry girl, “let us
cvening of it! a veritable chorus of |
widd Nererds 1™ |
think you to exchange singing for oar- |
* in that case,” grufly remarked Chris-
o was about repossessing himself of
deoat. “T don't care to task m
_wrw another hour in your behalf? ™
P possible that Christopher Clayborne is
out in the service of his fellow-

But, prithee, brother mine,
it alluntry to o few more bold strokes,
Us up by the bank, into that bed of

[
iy |

F e relieve vou,” said Grey, stepping to

l._-n. h. % Now, whither away? "

oo Lan it the helm,” she said, springing
utly ‘]-'Ilhu- siern of the boat, and taking up
paddle

which Mr. Grey had laid down.
i and Lottie,” she added, in 8 low tone, to
tomipanions uear her, “do keep up the
© ol gruvity in this valuable cargo, while
e fishes; for some of those lilies 1
¢ for Laura,”
“} and his companion rowed into the midst
7 thies, and the former had turned, with a
s on Lis lips, when s startling scream
a 'I‘“IJ irom the stern shot through his be-
‘10 electrie force.  Kitty, in making a
ke at the queen of river-lilies, had over-
g whher mark, and fallen among her sister
?' % White-robed as ﬂn’l
j.0 ¥6s the work of less than & moment for
yrdon ‘t-‘ spring from the boat and seize the
“ered, balthreathless girl, whose involun-
e had frightened from her face the
% twp, who had reigned there through
|+ o+ She clung to him with the grasp and
leo o S trusting child, while she was recalling

twred genses,
Kitty, my own darling ! It was breathed
Hiin uttered ; and the close pressure of
“ arvund her, sent the lifo-tide bounding
‘0 check and brow, as he replaced her
o Al e retreated to the further end,
Ly L iuging the water from his dripping locks,

P fazing into the ripples,

. " other young ladies, as seriously alarmed
o stisels usually are on guch ocecasions, kept
3" de of q»uf'n;rminn in what might be term-
= FUMCRLD oW,

I never was so near dying of fright!” cried

Jtie,
“You | atch v ] n
n '.:1\1‘!!||l;lh'1jf|ldcu§?1u.:em] J:ﬁ“ sﬂld
aikr. Grey looked up suddenly, first at the
shivering, %nugh;ng face of the would-be Naiad ;
[ b the river, 1o the scene of the catastro-
1, 1% some rods behind them; and finally
b yon s, which, having been Jaid aside when
""‘_1"" 'L; the onr, had not shared his 1

% e wrap this around you, you

¢ said, in a voice low bat very ear-

lake vold!™
she, with

Hiest,
“1

Loy -,M],E}.

e tide

“ Okt
Cue of

never fear for me!”

dare say I should have come to no harm if you
had left me among the lilies! The waterspir-
its would have given me a warm weleome; and
who knows but that I might have found myself

a veritable Ondine, born of their merry race?”
“Sent up for Huldebrand's behoof?”
asked her brother, mischievously.

“Huldebrand was st that instant wrapping
the coat about her, and the color flew into her
cheeks at the analogy she could not but per-

ceive,

But angry with herself for an emotion ap-
proaching * sentimentality” toward her pre-
server, she answered with some pique in her
tone:

“Poor thing! what a fool she was to exchange
iberty for Jaser T you, Christie.” she
added, seizing the oar which lay idle, “I am
not going to sit shivering, all the way home!
You did not teach me how to row a” boat in
ni? !”" and she began to ply the strokes vigor-
cusly.

Mr. Grey, who had stood for & moment irres-
olute, now touched her on the shoulder. *Can
rm turn the boat a few rods on her track?”

e inquired of the rowers. “1"—but he was
interrupted by a fellow-passenger.

“What uow young gentleman!—do you
wish to make a few more demonstrations of

Itis nnrcrﬂonshle to
Miss Chlayborne to the discomfort-of awaiting
convenience!

“Miss Clayborne will pardon me, I am sure,
when she hears the reason I was about to plead.

My hm{nplunge cost me the loss of a treasure
de#rer than—anything on earth; 1 mus? regain
it.

“Surely, it it be of such value!™ replied Mr.
K., drily. “Misa Clayborne, I of you to let
me take that oar, it is really too fatiguing.”

But Miss Clayborne declined, and dashed her
oar into the water with vehemence, as though
she could by that effort still the painfal throb-
bing so near to her heart.

They reached the spot once more. Aflera
careful survey, Grey dived into the water;
arose, and dived again and in beneath the
silvered waves ; remaining the last time so long
submerged, that all the ladies, save Kitty, were
screaming, when he arose, lifted his hand above
his head, and made for the boat.

“ A miniature, a8 I live!” whispered Lettie.

“No marvel the elements should be ransack-
ed for the sake of so fair a lady's face, Sir
l\'night! " jeeringly remarked Mr. K., who, in
helping him over the boat’s side, had caught a
glimpse of his prize.

“ Really, however, it is to be hoped the ordeal
of fire may be spared us in her behalf!”

* It may not, sir!" sternly returned the spirit-
el Gray, with kindling eye; “if you choose to
subject to idle jest a theme, too sacred for a

| stranger’s lips! 7

“’Pon honor, sir, T meant no offence!" re-
turned the other, with a deprecatory shrug of
the shoulders. “I was not aware, sir, on what
tender ground I was treading, believe me!”
Others hastily took up the conversation, and
tried to divert 1t from so unpleasant a change.
But a cloud had fallen upon the spirits of the
whole party ; and not even after they were trans-
ferred to the flower-decked, brilliantly-lighted
saloon of Mr. Hope, could they throw it off' en-
tirely. So much power had one irritable word.

Kitty, in her chamber, as she wrung the riv-
er-drops from her long tresses, compressed her
lips firmly, and dropped her long lashes to her
burning cheeks.

“What do I care whose miniature he may
wear npon his heart?” she muttered, with a
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the family should remain with the
meanwhile, i

in the re-arrange-
i the winter—pulling
down and building up, iring and re-insta-
ting, with a recklessoess that would have shock-
ed her staid sister—nobody noted ; for Kitty
was nlomg, save at the huty meals. Esq. Hope
shared with her, bodily—his spirit was far away
up the Mudson. At best, he was but a ma-
chine, when away from his better half, so much
of his life was vested in her; and now, that he
feared she was making t00 great a sacrifice of
healthfol energies at the couch of the fevered
student, he seemed to have neither eyes nor
voice for u:krzthilg around him.

The day afler her return, Christopher
came down for a few hours, to re & regu-
lar nurse, and to telegraph the father of young
Grey, at the South; for, in a lucid moment, he
had alluded to his home.

“Shall we send for your father and mother?”
Mrs. Hope had asked. The word seemed a
spark to the train of his wild fancies.

* Mother! aye, call her out of the church-
yard corner, and make her lay that cold hand
of hers upon my head—no, here, upon m
heart—the fire is hottest there. ng said,
‘Mother?’ ” and he started up fiercely, but
sunk back, murmuring, * Oh, mother, why did
you die, and bring all this misery upon me?"”

Christopher met his sister with a grave greet-
ing, and continued to watch her eyes furtively,
lonF after he had answered her few questions.

“He is & noble, priceless fellow!” at last he
burst forth. “Kitty, confound it, I can't be-
lieve it of you; but, there, have you, by any
chance, been trifling with him ?”

“Trifling with him ?"

Kitty's dilating eyes flung back the indig-
nant, scathing denial her %i ps disdained to
utter.

‘*Oh, I didn’t mean that I seriously thought
it, sis. I know very well that you never liked
him—more’s the pity; but a fine face makes
up for everything to you women. Yet—I didn’t
know—in fact, Kitty, your name has been
so often and so n.diy spoken in his fever-
dreams. His dead mother, you, and one other
that he murmurs once in a while—Oriene, or
some such outlandish name—seem to fill up
the current of his thoughts. No fault of yours,
I dare swear, sister; but if it Aad been, I
wouldn’t change places with you for the world !
It’s a fearful respdnsibility, this meddling with
hearts.”

“I have had nothing to do with it,”” answer-
ed Kitty, coldly, yet emphatically, for she was
assu by & moment's reflection, that Mr.
Grey’s illness, the work of weeks and months
past, could hardly have been accclerated by
the one slight of a few evenings before. Yet
how that rankled in her memory!
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laugh so constrained that it seemed another’s
than the merry girl's.

‘ Aye, they were right! It must be; a ‘ten-
der spot’ must have been reached, ere that
calm eye and lips could bave been kindled to
such a flash of paseion! Well, Kitty! don't
be a fool!" she suddenly broke off, apostrophi-
sing herself. Pressing her hands over her fore-
head, cheeks, and heart, the girl sprung to the
mirror just as Laura entered, full of sisterly
anxiety.

“ What an escape, dear Kitty ! and how kind
of Mr. Grey! I have been trying to make him
take care of himself; but he is certainly the
most contrary of human-kind,” added Laura,
placidly, “Are yon-rea]ify well enough, dear,
to go down thig evening ?°

“ Never felt half so well in my life, sister
mine, and don’t believe I ever looked half so
bewitching! Seriously, I have a thought of
pitching a tent on the river bank, and trying
the experiment of a plunge every day, as a cos-
metic!"”

“] am afraid you are a little excited,” return-
ed Mrs. Hope, touching the sparkling face
with a happy smile, that bore testimony to its
unusual charm.

“1 shall be proud of you some day, Kitty
dear,” added she, stooping to kiss her as she
wreathed the last rose into her hair, “if you
only grow up as g
Bat, you know ‘handsome is that handsome
does,” after all!”

“Beautiful ‘beyond compare,’ then, is my
sweel elder sister,” said Kitty, archly, tapping
her forehead, before she glided away from her.

“ Laura would dub me a half-grown girl, if I

had lived to count half a hundred years, I do_.'

believe,” said she, to herself, as she went down
atairs. “T wonder if somebod
me a child—a—nonsense ! wgo cares!"

She reached the parlor door as she ended her
solilouy. At the further end stood the gentle-
man in (uestion, aside from all, with an unusu-
ally grave and forbidden expression upon his
countenance, now paler and plainer than ever,
He did not even perceive Kitty, at her first en-
trance. But when his eye did light upon her—
in the midst of an admiring group, central
magnet—it followed her in every word and
glance with an expression almost of anguish.
She did not look at him twice; for the rebel
beating against the bars of her boddice had
awakened to a sense of its rights ; and ita mis-
tress, scorning it as thoroughly as she had
scorned many another heart for such a weak-
ness, pressed on with the wildest merriment.

At last, in one of the pauses of conversa.
tion, when the varions ps were in a transi-
tion state, she felt, ra than saw, Gr:y at
her side; and drew herself up to her “full
maiden dignity.”

“ Will you walk with me into the conserva-
tory?"” he asked, in an undertone more than
usually abrapt.

Kitty's reply was low, too, but given in a
careless way, quite foreign to her.

“Really! our ‘dear five bundred friends’
might object to a monopoly of the hero of the
evening! But pardon me,” she added, hur-
riedly but formally, “I ought not to have de-
layed the expression of my thanks to you, Mr.
Grey, for preserving me from such & fateas"—

“Mock m;ah witdiaeno md-ﬁanf;é" he in-
mru%ad, with sudden veheme a glance
that burned itself into her 1::: ﬁ)l'ghiiﬁ‘-
She trembled in spite of herself, u?z a sicken-
ing, undefined fear, and dropped her eyes.
When she raised them, he was gone.

Mrs. Hope, half an hour later, in returning
from a “peep behind the scenes” of the en-
tertainment, was passing through the dimly-
lighted conservatory. A sound startled her,
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as you will be pretty! |

else, 100, thinks |

THE DANDELION.
BY MARY CLEMMER AMES,

The little Dandelion,
Tt sprin=eth by the way,

| An humble and unnoticed #ower,
That bloesoms in the May !

It shineih in the grassy fields,
In forests dun and old ;

Even the bare and rugged hulls,
Are mottled with 1= gold.

It gleams beside the dusty road,
Where rush unheeding jeet ;

It peers between the cold, gray siones,
Which pave the city's street

And all around us, everywhere,
Within our daily way,

Springs this unhecded, Little fower,
That llossoms in the May.

How much like the unnoted joys,
Which eheer me every doy,

Is this bright, golden, little flower,
That springeth in my way.

And unto me it seemeth like
The gentle, tender friends,
Whase presence 1o my daily life,
Iis all of brightness lends.
Those loving and beloved ones,
To whom carth's pussing crowd,
Her proud and thoughtless maltitudes,
In homage never bowaed,
They have no wish in courts 10 shine,
They have no wish to roam ;
Content are they, to fill with ight,
The livde world of home

i
|

Our simplest joys, our nearest fricnds,
Brighten our comnon lot;
But they so eertuinly are ours,
That oft we prize them not
Aud they ure like to thee, O, flower,
Khow'ring with wealth unioid,
Along the dusty track of time,
Life's richest, brightest gold *

]

We sigh for gay exotic blooms,
Reared by a foreign haml ;

And turn awuy from this bright Hower,
Born of our native lnnd.

Al s0 for joys beyond our reach,
Our feverish spirits call;

While we refuse the richer gifis,
Our God hath given o all

ITEMS.

Motuers.—I think it must somewhere be
written, that the virtues of mothers shall, ocea-
sionally, be visited on their children, as well as
the sins of mh;onﬁﬂbic&tni. S s

A mother, w tupa -
ily with eminent “cc“.l‘:lig“ once asked by a
younger one, what she would recommend in
the case of her children who were too carefully
educated. “ I think, my dear, a litlle whole-
some ne. " she replied.

Th.e&l’ spirit of an infant is the star to

ui mother to its own blissful home.—

rney.
e future destiny of the child is always the
work of the mother.—Bonaparte.

Sornip l;:.nﬁu—!:—.d}ﬂdwin F
tragedian, y an offer of fi
thousand dollars to act nights in Caliﬁ?’r-
nia. He has also just received an offer of six
%:qmddolhntomtwemynighﬁin&.

uis.

The most talented clergyman seldom re-
ceives more than two thousand dollars for a
whole year. il

Auericay Lirerature.—A late number of
the Edinburgh Witness says:

“ It is of itself a curious fact, that almost the
only classical English writers of the present day
are not i but Americans. We have

the

her mogt silvery peals of

=

£

| good ?

From the New York Tribune.
BLOW STARVATION—-INSANITY—DEATH.

#j:aot:’thm nhrgn_Tu,v_hoin‘nf_ 5
sul .m’ d‘m‘ a
year or two since became very deaf. isof

increased his , that he lefi the min-
istry, and removed to New York, and bogan
work as a This i ity riade
him unsuccessful in his business, and his wife,
who had previonsly obtained a situation as
tencher in an industrial school, with a salacy of
$100 a resigned this school into the
charge m oldest daughter, while she her-
self stayed ip the Daguerrian room all day,
and then -t";p till n.g:ighg sewing. DBuf,
all this, she found it extremely difficult to sup-
port a family of seven children, during the hard
times of last winter. An energetic and well
educated woman, she could not bear to acknowl-
edge their poverty, and accept of charity; so,
mother-like, she toiled, and endured a slow |
starvation.

In the Spapish

i

uisition there was a mode f
of torture, called the “ Water-Drop.” THe
victim was in an immovable position.
A single drop of water fell u from |
far above, then another, and an ; slowly, |
steadily, , drop, dm?. At first, the sensa- |
tion was ra ble; then it grew pain-
ful—that steady dropping in one spot, il it
seemed to fsll upon the very quick of the
brain—producing the intensest agony, the ost
excruciating death.

So it was that suffering came down on that |
woman’s head. It was little at first, and she |
bore it bravely; but it fell steadily, steedily,
till it beceme agonizing, and her brain was |
literally crﬂ.ed with nfha tortare. Yet the
family could fiot realize this,

Then the daughter sickened beneath her |
burden of cares. She left the school, and came :

home, to be a fresh sorrow for her poor mother, |

wasting away with a pulmonary disease, super-
indncedg by hard labor and pr?ztion. Of course
the father grew more and more melancholy.

One day a man called at the house, stating
that he was a physician, and a member of the
Board of Health, sent to make inquiries abont
the young girl's condition, After terturing the
invalid with impertinent questions, he insisted
upon making an indecent examination, which
8o wrought upon her already shattered nerves,
that he left her in a confirmed depression and
delirium. This was the last drop falling on
the brain of the poor mother; and her insanity
assnmed so wild a type, as to arrest the atten-
tion of all. Mother and dsughter were both
taken to the Lunatic Asylum on Blackwell's
Island. I saw them a few days after. The
girl complained of no pain, though unaile to
rise from the bed; but constantly bemcaned
ber own wickedness, and the eternal puuish-
ment to which she was doomed.

“You are not a bad girl,” said a lady, who
had befriexded them in their need.

“Oh!Iam bad,” she responded, looking up
most imploringly, “I never did anything good
in my life,”

“Why, yes,” said the lady, soothingly, “yon
have done a great many things., Don't you
know how well you taught in our Industrial
School, and how much the children all liked
you? That was good.”

“Yes, and what did I do it for?” she replied,
in an earnest despair. “It wasn't to do-good ;
I was thinking all the while of the money—
Just the money.”

“ Well, that was good. They needed the
money at home; you gave it to them when
you miﬁhl. have kept it yourself. Was not that

“No, it wasn't. I didn’t care anything Shout,
them. I just did it because I wanted to; and I
wasn't sick, but I went home, and sat there all
day, and made mother wait upon me when she
had so much to do—and I didn't care. Iam
not sick now, and haven’t a bit of pain; but I
just lie here because I will.”

“But you are sick, very sick, if you are not
in pain; and then no one can look in your face,
am{. fiel that you are a bad girl.”

“Yes, I know;" she replied, quickly; “it's
just like an apple—very beautiful outside, but
rotten all through. Sometimes I wish 1 was
insane ; for then it wouldn’t be true thald am
so wicked, and that I shall have to sufler so
much.”

“ But T think, my child, you are insane on
this point—not on any other.” :

% Oh, no! oh, dear!" moaned the poor girl ;
“ you think s0; but no one but God can read”
the heart.”

At the suggestion that God could forgive,
she answered, “No, he can’t forgive me, I
committed sins enough before I was three years
old, to make it impossible for me ever to be
forgiven.”

“Why, what did you do?"”

“T used to muss in the food when mother
told me not, and I knew better all the time;
but I didn't care. And it's just so now. I don’t
want to be any better, and that's just the trouble
about it."

It was useless to talk with her, She seemed
rational about everything else ; but on this point
she was fixed. From her babyhood she had
been taught that a child of three years might
commit sin enough to merit eternal punish.
ment; and, in her present state, her own guilt
magnified till it scemed too great to be forZiven.
It was a terrible despair—one that made the
soul heavy to witness it ; and we joined “n the
feeling of thankfulness that it was only insan-
iy, :

ym mother was far more wild and ﬂiﬂuy;
but thers was method even in her matiness,
85 felt that she was doing some great work
for others, by moving about restlessly, and con-
tinually unpinning the sleeves of her dress ; and
that it was her solemn duty to finish this
work ; but that good was coming from it, and
she would finally be happy. - ;

“Why," said she, “isn't it going to benefit oyr
sex ? n

“Oh! ceruinlj;‘“ we said.

“T thought so,” she replied, with eager de-
light, “else I don't think I could have gone
any ; but I tbou&ht we should be bene-

would be.

Had this t found its way to her Heart,
when she was toiling to earn a scanty subsist-
s cifing, & toncig oty Buded
for a shilling, or teaching for a
dollml a year, in a I!:afa“w]:::r ool * and
had it lingered throug madness—-min-
gling with the ruling motive of her life-—that
igid, Orthodox sense of duty—when every-
thing else had gone, when she had forgotten
herz-hndl,mdmno% sure even of he* own
identity—doubting whether she was amorg the
living or the dead? It was strange and passing
sad. A few days after, when I saw them again,
the mother was more at rest; but the hectic
was burning brightly on the danghter’s cheek.
g ooy s b e S d i
at ing, she & .
belE:?gOhl it issg-oos-byn to you, but it
ain't to me. There is nothing good to me.”

The father and younger children have now
separated, and gone to different friends in the
country ; the mother may yet recover; but her

mbtgwe.
And this is the fruit of

Be able to state that this school has
one of its other teachers, ypon

ON, D. C., THURSDAY, MAY 24, 1855.

one'of its most incorruptible and valuable citi-
zens, and one who has received the highest hon-
ors in her gift, and who discharged the duties
of his station with credit to himself and honor
to our noble Commonwealth.— Clarenden ( 0).)
Jeffersonian Democrat, May 9th.

HARRIET BEECHER BTOWE.

INTERESTING PASSAGE FROM HER AUTO-
y BIOGRAPHY.

From the London Weekly Chronicle. Aprl 28,

' The following extracts from a letter addressed
by Mrs. Stowe to a friend in this country, in
answer 10 an inquiry for some particulars of
her early life, give an account of the origin of |
world-renowned “Uncle Tom’s Cabin.”
After & playful description of her personal ap-
ce, an account of her marriage with
fessor Stowe, at the age of twenty-five, her
settlement at Lane Seminary, near Cineinnati,
in Ohio, and the increase of her family, she
says:

“The most beautiful of these (her children)
and the most beloved, lies buried near my Cin-
cinnati residence, It was at his dying and
at his grave, that I learnt what a poor slave-
mother may feel when her child is torn from |
her. Inthe depths of my sorrow, which seemed |
to me immeasurable, it was my only prayer to
God that such anguish might not ia suffered
in vain.

“There were circumstances connected with
this child's death, of such peculiar bitterness— i
of what might seem slmost cruel suffering— |
that I felt 1 could never be consoled for it, un-
less it should appear that the crushing of my
ownheart might enable me to work out some
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BY MR. FITZHUGH, AUTHOR OF 80CIOLDGY,

LIBERTY PARTY—FAILURE OF FREF, SOCIETY —

A NEW BOOK—ILLUSTRATIONS OF SLAVE |
LIFE.

We have received from the Publishers, Mil- |
ISSUES, ETC. ler, Orton, & Mulligan, of New York, a new
From the Rickmond (Va ) Enquirer. book, on Slave Life, entitled, Our World, by |

It seemed to me that, in attempting to prove | *” unknown author. As we have not yet found |
“ Free Society a Failure,” in my lecture at New | H0¢ 0 read it as we should like, we abridge |
Haven, I was but “ carrying coals to New Cas- I an intercsting summary of it, given by the odi- |
tle.” :I‘I:e Liberty party, at least, discovered tor of the Hartford (Conn.) Republican, which |
that long before 1 did u;[; N in;.ent P n.ubA | will sufficiently introduce it to our readers. :
! [ !
verting and reconstructing society at home, as |
on abolishing Slavery with us. A part of them,
- !! I II: 3 TR | - .
L:liunili‘?el:ngho ﬁ:du:h?{l?;:: }:a:g;emmir::g:t | . The slory may be thus summarised, premis-
to their schemes of social reform, because they | INg that the tale, though subsidiary to the main
assert that it is false. This wing' of the Liber. | @biect, is a full and fearless exposure, by means
ty party is in daily expectation of discovering ! of scenes and characters, of the unspeakable
e
a new éucial Science, that will remedy all the | horrors of Slavery. . :
ills that human flesh is heir to. They belong The tale a‘pens with a pictare of the planta-
to the schools of Owen, Louis Blanc, Fourier, tion of one Hugh Marston, situated on the banks
Compte, and the German and French Socialists
and Communists. The other wing, and proba- | : :
bly the most numerous wing of the party, is mansion are two cottages, conspicuous among
composed of the Millenial Christians—men who | the humbler huts by the brightuess of their
expect Christ, either in the flesh or the spirit, | white-wash, the flowering plunts in their wia- |
s00n to reign on earth; the lion to lie down : dqws, and the general neatness of arrangement
with the lamb ; every man to sit down under | V' © ¢r0ss the threshold of one, and are accosted
Hhis owt vios and figtree;” all to have an in- | by a female, who, speaking the musical accents,
terest in lands; marrying and giving in mar. | i1Vites uS o sit down. She has none of Afric's
RS S S S abolished ; and peace | blood in her veins; no! her feature’s are beau-
= LS e A o B They are | tifully olive, and the intonation of her voice dis-
as intent on abolishing all church government | 20Vers & different origin. How rescrved sho |
and authority, as the infidels. They would, | %™ and yet how quickly she moves her
equally with Liem, traraple on all law and Gov. | graceful figure ! Now she places her right hand |

' From the Hartiord (Coun.) Repabilican
| OU'R WORLD; OR, TIIF.r:;-lﬁ\ VEHOLDER'S DAUVGH-
| TER.

of the Ashly river, in South Carolina,
In the quadrangular court-yard of Marston's
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cetved, he resolves to rescue her.  Bat we will
not give any further description of the s
but refer our readers to the book itself.

For the Nationu! Fra.
REJECTED MANUSCRIPTS ; or, THE STRANCI
MOUNTAIN,

John P. Jewett, the noted publisher of L
Tom's Caliin, said to me, ¥ Not more tha
one-twentieth of all the manuseripts offered
publication are accepted.”

The remark came into my mind one ex
ing, as I sat in my rocking-chair. 1 was al
in the hounse; it was perfectly still, and th
bush of twilight was upon everything
As I sat wondering what became of the reject
ed manuscripts, I lost mysclf dream.

I dreamed 1 stood npon the edge of a va
plain, Away in the distance was a
wmountain ; it looked ditferent, very
from auy mountain I had eve:
The plain was grassy and pleasan
innumerable paths, all leading townnis
mounbnin.

1 tI'.uu:_'hT I would walk ulong
paths; and as I walked, I fancied
Ul!ll'r T'I(‘rillllﬁ }’1‘;-":_' t"“']‘l"!;
1in-u;_;l1 I was not quile sure, as 1t
But as I drew nearer, 1 met several: enel
wag alone, and seemed a pilgrim.
themselves gloomily along, as if in sor
others with & defiant air, as if Lraving nn e
1 l I-

aroimng

i a

e of t]

the '
e mo

wi

il

plaic
that reaches beyond the present.

The moon rose, and shone upon the m
ain, which reminded me of the chalky clift
1
i W

ernment, because * Liberty is,” say they, “an |

She was a pretty, gentle girl, of seventeen— | |

great good to others. inalienable right ;" and law, religion, and Gov- |
*“ His death took place during the cholera | ernmentcontinue to protect Slavery. Marriage,
summer, when, in a circle of five miles around | Christian marrisge, which requires the obe- |
me, nine thousand were buried—a mortality | dience of the wife, 1s Slavery; and they would
which I have never heard exceeded anywhere, | modify it or destroy it. Land monopoly, they
“My husband, in feeble health, was™ obliged | say, gives torproperty or eapital & greater power

upon her finely-arched forehead, parts the heavy
folds of glossy hair, that hung carelessly over

Fngland ; and vet, on comine nearer,

sure it must be very unlike them : and I «

to be absent the whole time, and T had sole | over labor than masters have over slaves; hence |
charge of a family of fifteen persons. He could
not return to me, because I would not permit
it; for in many instances where nts had
returned from a distance to their families and |

they very wisely and logically conclude, that
land, like air and water, should be common
property,

The Liberty party is composed of very able

the infected atmosphere, the result had been | men, of philosophers and philanthropists. They
sudden death: and the physicians warned me, | bave demonstrated, beyond a doubt, that Sla- |
that if he returned, it would only be to die. | very is necessary, unless they can get up a mil- |

her brown shoulders, and with a half-suppress- | think of nothing that 1 had ever scen whicl

ed smile answers our salutation. We are wel- | resembled—it was too white for the marh

come in her humble cabin ; but her dark, lan- | of Derkshire
| puishing eyes, so full of intensity, watch us with I walked on, till [ stood at the very !

irresistible suspicion. and then I saw that it was ecomposed «

Her name is Clotilda ; she is pretty: and yet | paper books.” Yes, these were the ) 1

| her beauty has made her the worst slave—a | manuse ripts. They wen piled up 1
| slave, in the sight of beaven and earth! Ifer orderly manuer, laver upon laser, hut ti
| large, meaning eyes, glow beneath her finely- | down promiscuously, as if there were 1o fur
| pencilled brows, while her auburn hair, laid in | ther use for them. Then I kuow the pil

I had met - l}u‘_\-‘ were the -im-.:.;.- intedd hoses,
who had come to depos ths
upon the mountain., Some laid

smooth folds over her ears, and braided into a |
heavy circle at the back of her head, gives her |
the fascinated beauty ofa Norman peasant. An-

H{ poor Charlie died for want of timely medi- ‘
cal aid; for, in the universal confusion and |

allude to this bereavement, because I be-
lieve shat much that is in ‘Uncle Tom's Cabin’
had its root in the awful scenes and bitter sor-
rows of that summer, It has left now, I trust,
no trace in my mind, canlut a deep compassion
for the sorrowful, especially for mothers who
are separated from their children,

“During long years of struggling with pov- |
everty, siekness, and a hot, debilitating climate,
my children grew up around me. The nursery
and the kitchen were my principal fields of la-
bor. Some of my friends, pitying my toils,
sent some of my sketches to certain liberally
paying annuals, with my name. With the first |
money that I earned this way, T bought a feather |
bed!  For, as I had married into poverty, and |
without a dowry, and as my husband had only |
a large library of books, and a great deal of |
learning, this bed and pillows were thought on
the whole the most profitable investment.

“Imow thought I had discovered the philos-
opher's stone, and when a new carpet or mat- |
trass was needed, or when, at the close of the |
year, it began to be evident that my family ac- |
counts, like Dora’s, ‘wouldn't add up, then I
used to say to my faithful friend a.ndngetotum, '
Anna, who shared all my joys and sorrows, ‘
 Now, if you'll keep the babies quiet, and at.
tend to all the thin{a in the house for one day, |

the scrape”’ And so | became an authoress! |

¥ odest at first, I do assure yon, and re- | ed
oo : fe g b epl | from the conclusion of his work :

|

monstrating very seriously with the friends who

had thought it best to put my name to my pro-

ductions, by way of getting up a reputation.”
* * * * *

“During my life at the West, I lived two |
miles from the city of Cincinnati, in the coun. |
{try; and domestic service, not always to be |
fougd in the city, is next to impossible to be
obtained in the country, even by those who are
willing to give the highest wages. So what |
was to be expected for poor me, who had very |
little of this world's g to offer? Had it not 1
been for my inseparable friend Auna, u noble-
hearted English girl, who landed on our Amer-
ican shores in destitution and sorrow, and who
clave unto me as Ruth unto Naomi, I had
never lived through all the toil which this un-
certainty and absolute want of domestic service
imposed upon me. You may imagine, there-
fore, bow glad I was, when about a dozen fam-
ilies of liberated n s came and settled in |
our vicinity, They became my favorite resorts |
in cases of emergency.

“I1f anybody wants to have a black face look
handsome, let them be left as I have been, in
feable health, in oppressive hot weather, with a |
sick baby in arms, and two or three other litile |
ones in the nursery, and not a single servant |
in the whole house to do a single turn. And |
then, if they should see any Aunt Frankie ‘
coming in, with her honest, biuff, black face, her |
long, strong arms, her chest as big and stout
as & barrel, and her hilarious, hearty laugh

erfectly dnrl'ighted to take one's washing and

50 it at a fair price, they would appreciate the
beauly of b‘acf' }.MOPZG.

“ My cook, poor Lliza, was a regular epitome
of slave life in herself; fat, easy, gentle, loving,
and loveable ; always calling my modest house
‘The Place,” as if it had been a plantation, with
seven hundred hands onit. Her way of uruqt
ing her kitchen was at first like Dinah’s, thoug
she imbibed our ideas more rapidly, and seemed
more ready to listen to my suggestions than did
that dignitary. She had lived throngh the
whole sad story of & Virginia-raised slave’s
life. She must have been in her youth a very
handsome wulatto girl. Her voice was sweet,
her manners refined and agreeable. She was
raised in & good family as nurse and semp-
stress,

“When the family became embarrassed, she
was suddenly sold, to be sent to a plantation in
Louisiana. She has often told me how, with-
out any wn.rninq}uhe was forced into a carriag
and saw her little mistress screaming an
stretching her arms from the window towards
her, a8 she was driven away. She has told me
of gcenes on the Louidiana plantations, and
how she has often been out in the night by
stealth, ministering to poor slaves who have
been mangled or lacerated by the whip. From
Louisiana was sold into Kentncky, and her
last master was the father of all her children.
On this point she always maintained a delicacy
and reserve, which, though it is not at all un-
common among slave women, appears to me
remarkable.

“She always called her master her husband,

despair that prevailed, it was often impossible |
uﬁm assistance till it was too late. | th

I'll write a piece, and then we shall be out of !

| prevalence of peace—the result of justice, equi-

nette plays around her, is dressed in her very |
best, for Marston is proud of the child’s beauty, |
and nothing is withheld that can gratify the am.
bition of the mother to dress it in fantastic col-
T4,

In the next eabin we meet the shortish fgure
of & tawny female, whose Indian fentures stand
]‘lﬂl“}‘ out. H!“l‘ I.ligh r‘hvnl; hnhf’!. 1-:!1;_7‘ ]:hs.*ei)‘.
black hair, and flashing eycs, are the indices of
her pedigree. To our inquiry, she answers, in
broken sccents, “ My master savs I am a slave.”
As she sits in her chair, near the fire-place of

leninm, or discover a new social science. The |
increasing crime and poverty of mankind, and |
the utter failure of all social experiments, like
ose of Owen and others, indicate neither the
advent of the one nor the discovery of the other.

This Liberty party are the best allies of the |
South, because they admit and continually ex-
pose the utter Failure of Free Society.

One of the most distinguished of this party
thus writes to Wendell Phillips, Esq.:

“I eannot refrain from expressing, in this
connection, my grief, that many Abolitionists
have allowed their faith in the Bible to be sha-
ken,”

In my short trip to the North, T was struck
with nothing so much as the avowed infidelity
of many, and the “ Christianity melting into in-
fidelity,” of the great mass of the balance with
whom I eonversed. 1 have no doubt, however,
that, although such a state of things is too com-
mon at the North, yet my peculiar associations
made the evil appear greater than it really is.

"

The religious and the conservative, like the lily

round her.  The little boy is much fairer than
his mother, This woman’s name is Ellen Ju- |
varna. She has youth on her side, and though |
she retains the name of her Indian sire, is proud |
of being “master's mistross,”

The company at Marston’s residence, at this
period is chosen for the purpose of presenting us
with a clear idea of the component parts of
Southern society. First, we have Marston him- .
self, an easy, improvident, and not unkind plant.
Wb iEe valler ave iilent and usiloiad er, of truly Southern laxity of morals; Deacon

I have li;el received & book. in two vol. | Rosebauk, a worthy and charitable man, who
wiies, entitled ?‘Tlle Democracy of Christian- | seeks the moral elevation of the slave, though |
: . ranye i himself a slave-owner; Elder Pemberton Praise-
= ,’;from s ‘;:“hm} \Llllultr_nbe(:oodell, of 1-\;.1' l worthy, the preacher to M::ra‘ton'-\' ;T::\'ula: ; Max- |

3 Jaberty p A 4 gt . e ' By
nno&c:raev'i?:ec: :t:u:h :h?litvl inggnhi?ywd “: ! well, a young Englishman, and * Miss Franco-
s y P B =
search. He is one of the Millenial Christians— lf - n;]h;nf?n"tdf:;lff;rg‘f]:l!’a:ﬁti:r::i:::; also plays
obviously pious nml. S lle‘ue.s o ot !lder Pem n;rl.(m Praiseworthy l-g-:m-hml to
dus rr:'ﬁ: trc‘;ppu!!hnffe:ils fl_tl'ree Sﬂci:ﬂy" Marston's “ property ™ on Sundays, but Elder
except that state of perfect equality, peace, hap- | 7 ’, BT % s X {
piness, and security, that he, like the men of rllr:';:t'::‘r“lrlzif:'"'::,l:fr.{?}t‘::;d‘lir:::'h; 1' '..‘::1!
er-"wal‘] ? ggfvl' lh"ik!‘:: um?‘;;" sad peadict- religions ™ and a sound !."in'ri;;lurt: knnwlc'ﬁ‘--v su- |
assn, A = . h B
I T SRR RSV petege persedes Mr. Praiseworthy, who, in an after part

“(ilance over again the items included in | OF the story, is found engaged in the curious

these predictions: The general and permanent business of buying up old, or rather .lm-:m-d_:
. negroes, men, women, or children, at a “dead

price, and then curing them, if possible, for
sale! This singular calling we are assured ia no |
fiction.

Marston has a favorite nephew, the brother
| of Franconia, named Lorenzo. His companion
is Monto Graspum, “an immense dealer in hu-
man flesh—a great man in that dealing in the
flesh and blood of mankind, which brings with |
it all the wickedness of the demon.” Monto |
Geaspum has other “gentlemanly” pursuits, |
which he turns to profit. Besides watching |
closely and shrewdly the fluctuations of the flesli- |
market, he was ever ready, by advancing money, |
and planting confederates, {o ensnare and ruin
the rash and unsuspecting young Southerners, |
This villain has gradually enmeshed Lorenzo:
made him his debtor to a large amount ; and,
finally, by fraud, cajolery, and playing upon
Marston's better feelings, has got his bond for
Lorenzo's responsibilities.  In a momeunt of in
toxication :mti despair, he has induced the in- |
cautious youth to forge his ancle’s name to bills, |
and these instruments he uses to drive him forth, |

an exile from his native place, that he (Gras-
| pum) with his atrocious crew, may consum-
| mate the ruin, and seize upon the chattels, es-
| pecially the human * property” of Marston ;
which, as may be supposed, iz of “first-rate ”’
:,ua]ity, in more respects than one. Lorenzo

eparts, and Marston's affairs hurry into ruin.
We are made acquainted now with the worst
side of a state of society, which, at the best, is
in its moral aspect—

Ly, security, and the actual possession, by each
and every one, of ‘his vine and fig-tree '—i. e,
of s0il sufficient to produce the needful fruits of
the earth, or in some way a supply of his phy- |
sical wants.”

If this state of things ever occurs, God will
bring it about without the help of Abolitionists.

We do not deem it necessary to quote from
the infidel agrarians and Abolitionists, because
their splendid promises and bloody and disas-
trous failures have heen matters of every day's
history and of every day's ocourrence, from the |
times of Marat and the guillotine to those of
Lamartine and Cavai ;

The Proletariat of {’ rance, the nomadic pau-

r-banditti of England, the starving tenantry
of Ireland, the Lazzaroni of Italy, and the half
savages of Hayti, are the admitted results of |
practical Abolition. But, say the Liberty par-
ty, Abolition has stopped balf way; abolish
churches, law, Government, marriage, and sep-
arate the propertyin lands, and then the scheme |
will work charmingly.

Well, possibly it will; but, as we are very
happy, comfortable, and contented, in slave so-
ciety, suppose you try the “experimentum in
vile corpus,” gngin at home, and if the exper.
iment works well, we of the South will follow
your example. You have a little Eden now,
near Lake Oneida. Some hundreds of Oneida
perfectionists, living in primitive simplicity,
asmong whom there is no “ marrying or giving

| had met wearing a defiant air,

bricks, n male issue of the mixed blood toddles |

| the breeze, gave forth & humay

in marriage,” no separate property, all things
enjoyed in common; and, we suppose, neither |
priest nor officer to disturb or mar the harmony
of millenial society. “We but tell the tale as
"twas told to us.,” Does it work well? If so,
wh{ not form all your institutions on that model?
"ou, of the Liberty party, seem to think that
“ passional attractions " and “attractive labor”
will keep all men up to their duties, and dis-
Eue with the necessity of Church and State,
w and Religion, Priest and Officer. You
think you follow nature, but in truth you are
superficial observers of nature. Man, it is
true, is a social and gregarious animal; but, like |
all animals of that kind, he is, by nature, law- |
making and law-abiding. The bees and ants
are ruled b{ despotic and exacting Govern- |
ments, and { laws and regulations, wise and |
less changeable than those of the Medes and
Persians. But man is not only a law-making |
animal, but a religious one also. In remitting |
him to a state of anarchy and infidelity, you |
would not remit him to a state of nature, but |
one of continuous, exterminating warfare, such |
as France witnessed during the Reign of Terror. |
I find, Messrs. Editors, that 1 am somewhat
wandering from the subject with which I com- |
menced, and will couclude, for the present s,l.'
least.
Very respectfully, your obedient servant,

Mr. Fitzhugh is as unfortunate in his obser- |
vations as his philosophy. The exception he |

“ Like 1o the apples on the Dead Sca shore
All ruddy smiles without, but ashes at the core |
Marston finds himself beset with the difficult- |
ies of the law; and now, his better nature awa-
kening, he would fain save his offspring by the |
kipnapped girls, than from the horrors of slave |
trade. Other scoundrels now crowd the seene, |
Anthony Romecus, a ruftian, whom men dread |
as one of Graspum's gang. He is a pattern |
man-stealer, and the drinking scene at Gras- |
pum’s slave-pen, wherein Romecus and his |
companions, ruflians who hunt runaway slaves |
for the “alive or dead” rewards, is one that
will go far to open the eyes and mind of the
reader to a state of Southern morals, of which |
e could otherwise have formed but a faint and |
imperfect idea.
Emmn is at his plantation house, perplexed
in the extreme. Graspum will sell Clotilda, |
and Annette, her fair daughter—Ellen Juvarna |
and Nicholas, her and his gon. The sheriff will |
levy, the human chattels are seizable: Mars- |
ton's feelings are moved. His “ preacher,”
Harry, his wife and children, Daddy Bob, who
has nursed “ young massa,” and literally adores |
him ; this fine old specimen of a faithful negro— |
faithful to the death of his white op
must be sold, perhaps to stripes and ity.
There is true 08 in rold “Daddy’s” |
interview with his ruined “mas'r.” The time, |
is the night before the ~xpected levy on the |
estate of Marston. The children, Annette and
Nicholas, are bought in by their father's desire,
without the knowledge of their mothers.
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sadly and gently, as we would part with a lis
ing thing that we loved; others theew them
down with wiolence, uttering ' 1
tions as they did so; these were those wi
‘.- 1!
scripts had been thrown into such diso
corners of the hhl_'(\,- reams of puper sty
all over the mountain, not unlike th
corners on & mass of ervstallized |
I sat down and mused loner on
ful mountain ;
its name

thiis

and queried w
might be. Then

might well be ealled the Mo L
Hours.

As I turned to take a Inst. lone look at
the moon shone brichter, and 1 hoheld 1

manuscripts more plainly ; and then I suw tha

| strange plants were springing from them, ench
| ditferent from the other, nnd wholly un

s At

which I had ever seen bLefore. Here was s new
source of curiosity. T stood #till musing: nnd
1 soon ohserved that many of the plants
strange, transparent-looking leaves, wl  nll
along under the slender twirs wore it

bl
i

tal drops; and as I looked, I knew they wi
human tears, and these were all the fruit 1)
bore. Just then a pgentle breeze touched my
cheek, and moved lightly among the pla

| that had no froit on them ; and every an

the strange little leaves, ns it was moved |
g I
breeze passed on; and, as it did =0, 1 |

direful sounds, and followed, to s
they cume. As | drew nonr &
mountain, 1 heheld hideous plants, bew

pents for fruit ; and as the wind touched 1)

they writhed and twisted themeelves ar
each other, hissing forth curses that mls
shudder and turn awny. These spra

manuseripts designed for “ vellow-cover !
cature,” which had been rejected by the
lishers—not becanse of the wicked s
Luhluiuwl‘l}rm, unfortanately, could never 1
pen—but becanse the market was alrends
stocked. As | left these hideous, snake-1
:illl.“ 1-ianm, and lul.ﬂsml along where the m

ain lay in shadow, I saw several manuseri
80 illumined from within, that they gave oul =
quiet light, dispelling the darkness for some
yards around them,

These were works written in advance of (heir
age, and so full of the pure radiance of
nus, that it could not be entirely hidden, even
in this Mountain of Lost Hours,

And as [ saw these, I zaid to mysslf, they
surely belong to the pilgrims whom I et wes
ing a calm look of resignation and e
worih_. as if 'i“in_‘_’. like Galileo, to bear with
patience their wrongs, till the world should
wise enough to appreciate them.

Crana C

AVENR

———

The Chicago Democrat flies the lazr of G

eral Iouston and Geueral Henry Dodge,
Wisconsin, as its Presidential ticket for 1554
The New York Herald, which usually acts |

o motive, asks: ¥ What has become of Jud
Douglas, that an Illinois Demoeratic pa

should go all the way down to Texa:

»

Is thi

candidate of a mixed commigsion

| confession that Mr. Douglas has been killed

by the Nebraska bill, and is really dead and
buried, or hung up to dry? We want an ey
planation.” It was the general beliof, not lo
ago, that Judge Douglas was safe in tho afb
tions of the Herald. Et tu Brute!

LIBERAL OPINIONS IN THE SOUTH.

A writer in the Hillsborough (N, C.) I
er uses the following language:

“ And if it is our tlul)‘ to send the (o |-‘-| tin
the heathen beyond the Atlantic, what is ous
duty to the heathen at our own doors? We
cannot deny that, in this age of light and liler.
ty, thousands of our fellow creatures are kept
in a state of profound ignorance by legislative
enactment. Is such s state of things justifis
ble? We pronounce most unhesitatingly thut
our slaves should have the Bible. A knowled:
of that book from which are drawn the stron -

est arguments fomthe lawfuluess of Slavery, can
do the slave no harm. A reluctance to put th

Bible into the hands of the blacks betruye, on
the part of the master, a reluctance to have |
conduct, judged by its standard.

Let ( hristian

slaveholders take into consideration this mo

mentous question, ‘What is our duty to ow

slaves7'"

Prof. B. Silliman, jr., has been tesiine )

| rock oil, or petroleum, obtained in Vennnco
| county, Pennsylvania, and finds that it is eqqual

'-nd:?::e'hi;immwiﬂ‘lm d:: .;amc ap) ;t fe:l: regards as the rule. He evidently thinks l.hei'
bmatf:d; aid 3 wak ,y,ot till after she had lived | few theorists he has met with at the North are

fair representatives of its opinions. The People

of the South are childishly ignorant of the so- |

cial system and condition of the free States.
Ed. Era.

with me some years, that I discovered accident-
slly the real nature of the relation. 1 shall
never forget how sorry I felt for her, nor my
fe&lﬁ&:& her humble aplo?—' You know,
Mrs. ¢, slave women can’t help themselves.
She had twg very pretty q

with beautiful hair and

Axviversary Meerives or e Week.—We |
give a comparative statement of the receipts of

disclosure of the crime

| in illuminating powers to slmost all the ra<ey
or fluids commonly in use, and superior 1
most of them.

Marston resolves to recognize his children.
The document Marston had signed for Lorenzo
guaranteed the holder against all loss. This,
in the absence of Lorenzo, and under such
strange circumstances, implied an amount
which might be increased according to the will
of the wretch into whose hands he had so un-
fortunately fallen.

Nearly twelve months have elapsed since the
Maxwell, the young

MARRIAGE.

On Tuesday, May 1st, 8t Grace Chureh,
Brooklyn Heights, by the Rev. Francis L. Vi
ton, D, D., Jauzs M. Wuirox, jr., Rector of
the Grammar School, New Ilaven, Connecticut,
to Mary, daughter of William Bartlet, Esq.,

e B
of various slaves who came into my family,
of the workings of the u rai
which, I, may say, ran through my barn.

-

the principal associations for the three years | Englisman,

The receipts for the year 1855 are, with but = spent
one exception, below those of the preceding
year, but generally are fully equal to, and in |

on':ﬂom“ have pmnmu ly incident-
past, as presented in the Annual Reports. ally menti as a guest at Marston’s, had
g = e g the time among the noighboring" ta-
| tions, and failing to enlist more than fri
considerations from Franconia, resolved to re-
turn to Bermuda, and join his family.

of Brooklyn, and lately of Portland, Maine.

OBITUARY.
Died, March 26, 1835, at Scaghticoko, New

York, Persn V. B. Coox. He was fatally in-
ilda and | jured in the explosion of the powder mills in
nd listen- | this place, on the 24th March last. e wag
horribly burned, and lingered for two days in
great suffering, which he bLore with Christian
Her close resem. fortitude. The evening previous to his deaih,

“ Strive to keep up the Free Soil
d let it not go down.” He was

| forty-one years of age, and has left a wifie, moth-

dependent upon him for support,

untimely end. The slave has also

lost an uncompromising friend, and the com.

—_—— " some . instances considerably exceed, those re- Rm,uhnndngmm in
Buffalo Republic : “When the rose- | noried in 1853 nnette—had gone cottage, a

h%mm-we:’-:mm yoar 1. 15 1855 | ed to Clotilda’s talo of trouble. Its rocital

b&-myﬂﬁ the pollen of the flower | American Bille Society - - 815,512 $204,M0 8346511 | gn]iuadlliis{mpdhlu;ud being of an ardent |

of the silanthus or make a strong decoc- | American Tract Society - - B335 41550 131 gnd impressible temper, he determined to earry |

tion of the same, and pour it over the bushes | Am. B.C. Foreign Missions 207353 “23%0 -~ | out & design for her relief.

through & watering pot. The use of these simple [ Am- Home Miss Sociery - - e | ':’g 1o | blauce, 100, to Franconis, increased his desire | he said to me,

‘means once or twice a d’l)"ln destroy these gﬁftﬂ‘:ﬂﬁk‘; & ::Im; 17500 "":mi lomoher,mdhen!hhjmmfmm'ul,- movement, an

pests in less than a week. Am. and Forelgn Ch. Union- 67507 75700 75, returns to the plantation on the Asbl:; river, ’
Seamen's FriendSociety- - 95,59 7 2235  unaware of the circumstances of Mars- | er, and sister,

The whole namber of bounty land applica- | Am and For. Bible Society - — 46008 4005 lon. Hennﬂtﬂo'hmwnlhzth.nmm:wmonmhu
tions, under the act of March 3, 1855, received | Am. B. Foreign Missions- - 174453 — 154,074 not as they were ; and, after an interview with | 1
st the Pension Office np to Iﬁy.f!,m 132,000, * Ning morsths 1 Six mortshs, i Clotilda, powerfully written and naturally con- | munity a good citizen.




